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O P E N E R S

They Will Come
by Cy Dillon and C. A. Gardner f you build it, they really will come. And, when they come, they will have to have a place to park. At least, that is the moral I draw from my own community's greatest success in my lifetime. We built a new library, and we did it right. It may have gotten off to a rough start, but we came through in the end.
After a protracted struggle to settle on a location for an updated and expanded facility, the Franklin County Board of Supervisors, the town of Rocky Mount, and the Franklin County Public Library Board came together to propose a handsome, welcoming library in the heart of the county seat. Two million dollars were allocated to purchase an empty building and turn it into an attractive library.
To this end, director David Bass and his Library Board worked with an accomplished architect and came up with a two-story floor plan that provides plenty of room for stacks, comfortable seating, reference and circulation desks, offices, work rooms, study rooms, activity areas, art exhibits, computer access, and space for children's programming. Thanks to a first-ever capital campaign waged by a Steering Committee of local library advocates, the building was furnished and finished beautifully.
In fact, the willingness of the community to donate to the new library foreshadowed the success of the project. A large group of donors, including one of the building owners, local businesses and industries, civic groups, and concerned individuals, all combined to underwrite the funding required to make what might have been an ordinary public building a showplace for the county.
The dedication ceremony, on a beautiful Sunday afternoon, drew a crowd of at least two hundred residents who were treated to an exceptional keynote address by author and former Omni editor Keith Ferrell, as well as appropriate remarks by local officials. The mood at the reception following the ceremony was somewhere between delighted surprise and unbridled joy. I knew as soon as I walked through the building and met the staff that this library was going to draw people like homemade pies at a church supper, and I knew our county had taken an important step toward maturity. Now, just a month after the dedication, the sweetness of accomplishment has been seasoned by tart, refreshing irony. It seems the town, whose Council had so badly wanted the library in the old business district, was skeptical of the traffic a library would draw. Late in the process, Council decided not to spend the money necessary to upgrade additional parking near the facility. One member went so far as to suggest that "after the new wears off," use would return to the level supported by the old library. But, just a few weeks after the new library doors opened, nearby merchants began complaining that their customers could find no parking on the street. Council decided that a complete reevaluation of downtown parking was needed, and set aside several thousand dollars for consulting fees. As always, it would have paid to ask a librarian.
Right now there are young people whose lives will be influenced dramatically by this jewel of a library. Perhaps somewhere there is a beautiful structure with a fine collection and dedicated staff that sits empty, nurturing no dreams, but I have never seen one. If we build it, they will come. And, they will leave better than they came.
Indeed, one encouraging phenomenon in recent years is the increasing number of libraries that have been rebuilt, renovated, or revitalized. In the Hampton Roads area, public libraries in each of the surrounding locales have either built new centers or expanded existing structures, providing accommodations for growing computer labs and collections of new media as well as traditional library materials. Despite initial concerns that the spread of electronic media might damage the viability of libraries, the rise in computer use has actually increased library attendance as information centers expand their offerings. In many cases, the ability to offer the Internet has enabled libraries to justify new facilities, while serving patrons more fully with enhanced access to information. Rather than being the bane of libraries, computers have helped to usher in a renaissance in library use and visibility.
Please note the following correction to the VLA Paraprofessional Forum 2004 Conference article that was included in the July/August/ September issue of Virginia Libraries. Diane Wetterlin, winner of the P. Buckley Moss print, which was a scholarship raffle prize, works for the Virginia Beach Public Library system, not the Virginia Tech University Libraries as was incorrectly reported in the article. VL 
P R E S I D E N T ' S C O L U M N
A Defining Year
VLA's Voice
One of VLA's vital roles is to represent libraries in the political process. This year, the Legislative Committee, under the leadership of co-chairs Ann Friedman, director of the Arlington Public Library, and John Moorman, director of the Williamsburg Regional Library, performed admirably. The Legislative Committee organized an effective VLA Legislative Day in Richmond in January, as well as a rewarding ALA Legislative Day in Washington in May. As a result of our efforts in the state capital, we were an important presence during the General Assembly's session. Budget hearings allowed us the opportunity to applaud Governor Warner for not recommending further cuts to state aid to public libraries in FY 2005 or FY 2006 . We impressed on our state representatives the consequences of any further cuts that might affect hours of operation, cuts in personnel, and a drastic reduction of new materials. I would like to believe that the three bills introduced to require public libraries to filter failed due to our efforts. Many thanks to all VLA members who took the time to call and write state legislators on behalf of our legislative agenda. But the work is far from over. The filtering bills will be reintroduced in the 2005 legislative session, and the budget is always in the forefront. Keep your keyboards and email ready and stay tuned for VLA's 2005 legislative agenda.
A Century's Foundation
The Virginia Library Association Foundation, Inc., is now a reality. During our 100 th anniversary year in 2005, it will begin efforts to raise $1 million with 100 percent participation from VLA's members. Thanks in part to the efforts of former VLA treasurer Andrew Morton and other organizers, the Foundation now has a 12-member Founding Board of Trustees, as well as its first Honorary Board Trustee -Rita Mae Brown! Bylaws have been drafted, an investment policy statement and board manual has been created, and the Foundation has submitted its 501(c)3 designation as a charitable foundation separate from the Virginia Library Association.
Funds raised will support VLA's scholarship programs, as well as our activities on behalf of libraries throughout the Commonwealth. The Foundation will promote Virginia libraries as vital community resources; nurture professional growth and leadership; and support library access for all.
Our Education Continues
Throughout 2004, VLA offered opportunities for growth through its forums, Paraprofessional Conference, seminars, and workshops.
We are also supporting the Library of Virginia's review and development of a newly mandated certification process for librarians. The Library of Virginia's Board approved an American Library Association model that recognizes the M.L.S. degree and includes renewable certification based on participation in seminars and other training. Hearings will be held throughout the state once various legal requirements in the process have been met.
Thanks to Fran Millhouser and her committee for designing a creative 2004 VLA Conference that included tracks with more than 60 programs and multiple keynote speakers. We laughed with Ron Culberson and at our Nancy Pearl LookAlike Contest. We learned how to design and run "The Unquiet Library" from Nancy Tessman, director of the Salt Lake City It's been a great year -and I hope a defining year for many of you. It has been a year when we tried to foster creative dialogue and conversations with each other. We celebrated our defining moments -everything libraries have been and can be in the future! Our centennial year should be even better! If you've got some great ideas on how to honor our 100 years, let new VLA President Ruth Kifer know.
Thanks to all for a good year! VL
Guidelines for Submissions to Virginia Libraries
1. Virginia Libraries seeks to publish articles and reviews of interest to the library community in Virginia. Articles reporting research, library programs and events, and opinion pieces are all considered for publication. Queries are encouraged. Brief announcements and press releases should be directed to the VLA Newsletter.
2. While e-mail submissions are preferred (in the body of the message, or as rich text attachments), manuscripts may be submitted as rich text files on 3.5-inch computer disks. VLA holds the copyright on all articles published in Virginia Libraries. Unpublished articles will be returned within one year.
3. Illustrations, particularly monochrome images and drawings, are encouraged and should be submitted whenever appropriate to accompany a manuscript. Illustrations will be returned if requested in advance.
4. The names, titles, affiliations, addresses, and e-mail addresses of all authors should be included with each submission. Including this information constitutes agreement by the author(s) to have this information appear with the article and to be contacted by readers of Virginia Libraries.
5. Bibliographic notes should appear at the end of the manuscript and should conform to the latest edition of the Chicago Manual of Style.
6. Articles should be 750-3000 words.
7. Submit e-mail manuscripts to cdillon@ferrum.edu or cgardner@hampton. gov. This collection may be valuable for various kinds of research. Scholars looking for certain composers and their works, or certain types of music, as Dr. Hines was, will find much to use in this collection. Researchers can find a lot of primary material in this collection and study a particular historical period or the marketing and advertisements from a certain era. To illustrate the unusual juxtaposition of music with its sponsors, consider the work called "Champagne Charlie." This piece has a full-page ad on the back cover for baby carriages and perambulators. Other pieces are enhanced with beautiful artwork and/or bright colors. The "Alice Waltz" piece has a cover illustration of Princess Alice in delicate neutrals and pinks, and the flowers in the border are carefully colored. There are several pieces printed entirely in green ink -the music, the illustration, and the ads, if any -including some celebrating the Christmas holiday season.
Virginia Libraries
Many pieces in the collection have unusual stories to tell or were created for special purposes. One such is "The Old Arm Chair" by Eliza Cook, with "music composed and sung by Henry Russell," according to the front page of this score.
The picture on the front shows a lady leaning on a chair with faint illustrations of the homeplace and the old water mill on either side. The lyrics describe a wonderful mother who has passed away but left precious memories behind. The old armchair remains as a cherished reminder.
Another title, "Father of the Land We Love," was "written for the American People" by George M. Cohan on the two-hundredth anniversary of the birth of George Washington, which would have been in 1932. The cover shows a regally dressed George Washington on his white horse with a map of the United States in the background.
Some pieces in the collection toys strewn on the floor, a top hat and satchel dropped at the couple's feet, and a fire in the fireplace. The unusual aspect of this score is the last page, which has just the first few lines of a Scotch Dance entitled "Benlomond" by J. J. Watson. This may have been an advertisement to encourage the purchase of the entire dance.
Finally, some pieces have additional material that explains or supplements the original score. "Woodman! Spare That Tree" is a ballad by George P. Morris, Esq., with music by Henry Russell. The ornate cover to this piece declares that it is the twelfth edition, and a notation on the first page states that it was entered in the Clerk's office [records] in 1837. This version has been printed with a "touching letter" that describes how Mr. Morris came to find the old oak tree about to be chopped down, how his companion paid the owner ten searchers and scholars would have remote access to the collection, and the collection would be spared from unnecessary handling. Some of the musical scores are literally falling apart because of their age and acid content.
There It is easy to dream big dreams for such a varied and extensive collection of materials. The best possible thing for the collection would be to have a full-time staff person to manage the collection, catalog it properly, provide access bibliographies, and promote it widely. Another dream for the collection would be to have it digitized and/ or scanned. A searchable online database could be created so that re- 
RTS
Three and a half years ago I discovered I had cancer of the neck and throat with a 50-50 chance of survival, so I underwent a damaging series of surgeries, a full regimen of radiation, and extensive chemotherapy, including wearing a pump that pulsed chemicals into my system around the clock. I developed a fatalistic view, a siege mentality, along with a gallows sense of humor. And, yes, it changed everything. I expect my initial response was the further darkening of my native perspective. When I recovered enough to resume writing, I delved deeply into the life of John Wilkes Booth and started writing poems about his journey from our first matinee idol, "the handsomest man in America" according to one critic, to the black vulture of American history. One of those poems appears in the fall Southern Review, and even now the series and my immersion in the research give me the creeps when I look back.
The whole time I was working on the poems, I hankered to give the narrative more force than the lyric, so I felt I might be traipsing towards fiction, which I wrote furiously back in the eighties. As soon as I opened the story gate, I found a dozen or so were simmering inside me. They seemed to hatch en masse, like cicadas, and they're all identifiably Southern, full of rural people who love God too much or too little. I wanted to write about the kind of folks I knew as a child in Griffin, Georgia, and later in rural Lee County, Alabama. Or the people I dreamed out of those circumstances. By the time I was immersed in the stories, my wife suggested that my awareness of both violence and humor had grown more acute. I guess Samuel Johnson was right to say that thinking about death quickens one, because I drank deep from that well and was refreshed. In fact, I began to create a whole community in the stories for me to talk to. Since I'm not really a member of an academic department anymore, I don't work in an environment with colleagues as office neighbors and confidants. Add to that the isolating nature of illness, and I was getting pretty stir-crazy. I made up people like Uke Rivers, the famous midget ukulele player; Chef Pelvis of the Pink Cadillac Café; a childmauling bear named Sugar; and Granny Annie the hymn-breaker to keep me company, but I had to give them dire circumstances to intensify the kinship. I mean, we're all in dire circumstances, but it seemed important to explore the nature of jeopardy and the available responses to it to the point of discomfort. If you want to fish for shark, you have to use blood bait, and I was also tired of feeling that threats are usually subtle and have to be met with reasonable discussion and endless negotiation. I wanted to witness, through invention, some cleansing action, some catharsis. Many of the people in my mind were God-haunted, and a lot of them were angry, which was probably easy enough to anticipate and to explain, given my life at the time. When the ground shakes under you, you start thinking about penance and redemption if you have any Protestant background at all.
R. T. Smith lives in Rockbridge County
So I've written a couple of books' worth of short stories. The best ones I've gathered into a collection with the title Jesus Wept (from the story of that name in last spring's Southern Review), and I'm currently looking for an agent, a publisher, or an angel to take it off my hands.
VL
Can you say a bit about how you work with a story once you have the outline of a plot?
RTS
I would so love to come up with an outline of a plot early on. What I get instead is a phrase or the look on a character's face, and then I have to ask, "What's troubling her?" or, "What's he running away from?" The early stages of composition have to do with finding the eccentric music of the narrator's voice, and sometimes I have a scannable rhythm and a general notion of the accent before I have many words. Most of my stories are told by first-person narrators, so I have to get them talking, unleashing their word-hoard. Most of these characters are having that Frostian "lover's quarrel with the world," and once I start trying to give their stories "a local habitation and a name," well, right soon there's a person and a place and a sense of some antagonism. Before long I detect some Biblical or mythic pattern in it, and that gives me confidence that I'm not just doing some brand of self-flagellating alphabetic therapy.
Then I start to sing it. Not exactly, but I read aloud what I've written over and over, desperate to find what note -linguistic, emotional, intellectual -most naturally falls next. I just read a very useful essay in the Georgia Review by Ira Sadoff. He's explaining how he thinks a poem comes into being, how its tone develops, and he says this very smart thing: … as readers we know nothing until we read the first word of the poem; feeling accrues syntactically, from one word action to the next; feeling is altered by syntactical movement and accumulated (inside the history of the poem) narrative or lyric.
I'd not differ with him, as they say in the Smokies. And I think it's equally true for my way of making a story. I choose a word or phrase for the components (pitch, denotation, associations, rhythm) that I believe will jigsaw it in with the words that precede it, but then it brings in other qualities that influence what words might follow it and snug in. I find the character through the voice, the habits of inflection and trope that arise when I try to get her or him to talk back to me. Obviously, this is a tricky way to write the rough draft of a story, and I do try to get some notes down about what might happen next, notes to guide my tonal obsession, but I think this is a residual method from my poetry composition practice. I wouldn't recommend that wholly sane people write stories this way, as it's probably akin to some mania and comes with more snares and pitfalls than anybody needs. After I get a draft that resembles a real story with episode and summary and maybe even dialogue, I enter a process of abrading and kneading, always aloud. This is also my way of making a poem, but I think the commitment to composing stories aloud is a decision to defy the throat cancer. During and after the treatments, I had difficulty with articulation. I mean, they destroyed my salivary glands only in order to save my life, but spit is something you really miss if it's gone. Pliny the Elder knew that; he says spitting can protect us against evil spells, so every writer needs to be able to expectorate.
Once Maybe the best way to answer this is to provide a couple of examples. I read in an old newspaper the account of a man in north Alabama selling his daughter as wife to a neighbor for some ridiculous barter price. That spark stayed with me till one day it just somehow hit the tinder of the Rumplestiltskin story, and I wondered what a frontier fairy tale would be like -the requisite atrocity, followed by ordeals, expectations, cunning defense and rescue. I just wanted to hear that story, so I made it up, thinking all along that it should have an unusual framework, not quite fictive, not quite fabular. "Fabulous" is probably the proper word; "fabular" sounds like a short curved bone. But "Rampskin" is the result, and I'm looking forward to seeing how readers respond.
I've always been fascinated by the variety of forms that Christian piety takes in the South. My experiences with evangelists, apostles, anchorites, and disciples (though no martyrs, so far) has been, well, stimulating, to say the least, and I keep promoting the real ones I've known into the fiction realm. Witnessing, in my way. Maybe I should call the manuscript Camp Meeting. Really, the self-appointed, self-anointed variety really intrigue me, because they got to be prophets and divines the same way I got to be a writer: they farmed around at it awhile and then one day just declared it to be so.
Last summer I was thinking about a man I knew in Alabama who prayed in his outhouse, and I was growing a big crop of sunflowers, so when I put them together with the kind of bewildered child narrator who talks in my head a lot (Huck, I guess, turned to new purposes), I began to make "Jesus Wept." It's full of things that interest me: subsistence farming, rural religion, multifaceted betrayal, cracker sublimity, domestic turmoil, innocents who are smirched and damaged but who find their way to stoic survival. At some point, I began to see the trappings of a Pandora story in what I'd done, so I worked that angle a little, too. And labor. I love to write about people who really work with their hands, instead of their fingers.
One more, and I'll cry, "Hold, enough." The physical centerpiece of Washington and Lee University's historic identity is the Lee Chapel, with a salt-white marble statue of a recumbent ("sleeping," his widow insisted) General Lee on the stage, and a museum in the crypt/basement, along with the Poe-gloomy treasure trove of Lee remains from Light Horse Harry to, I like to imagine, Annabel. I see the building every day. I usually give visiting writers and other guests a tour, and sometimes I find myself sounding like a volunteer devotee. You know those docents who guide you around some museums with open zeal and a smuggled agenda? Well what, I thought, if the Lexington community supplied one of those, one who had gone so peculiar that she's not even allowed in the museum part anymore? Thinking of the fervor found in some Daughters of the Confederacy makes this easy to conceive. Let me back up a minute. The Civil War and Poe's writing and history are long-time interests for me, and I've taught courses on both here at W & L. One day on an unsettlingly turbulent flight south on a prop plane about the size of a honey wagon, I came up with this guerilla guide to distract myself. I imagined her -Sybil Mildred Clemm LeGrande Pascal, but "Miss Sibby" to you -as simultaneously cool and breathless, distorted and cunning, disappointed and empowered; in short: kinked. Are there Southern women like this? Well, maybe. But I wanted a monologue, her spiel to a bunch of "innocent" tourists, and it began to take on the feel of a crackpot aria whirling toward the abyss. While I was on my trip, a literary raid to Alabama, I worked hard on her vocabulary in my swanky room, and when I came home, I had to educate myself further on the facts and lore touching the Chapel, then decide how I was going to blend them with Sibby's addled but cunning attitudes. One thing that was in my mind from the start, which dovetailed this story with my overall project: there's a memorial stone in the Chapel for a young W & L student, and the epitaph is "Death loves a shining mark." Since I first saw that almost a quarter of a century ago (on the day that Bruce Catton died, really!), I've wanted to repeat it in some twisted context. The story, "Docent," appears in this year's editions of New Stories from the South and Best American Short Stories, so it's running loose now.
So they're gifts, the stories. They come from unexpected collisions between something I've seen recently, something that's been simmering and something else I am in a fidget to know. Add to that my inclination toward social satire and my compulsion toward selfamusement, and the ingredients for some sort of language outburst are there, waiting to catch me with my guard down and my loading chutes open.
I wouldn't recommend that wholly sane people write stories this way….
VL
There is something in the nature of narration that hardwires it to memory and imagination. Can you say something about how storytelling engages those faculties and how you find them related?
RTS
I believe maybe our natural mode of perception is narrative. This instinct varies from person to person, but I think we isolate and appropriate information -which seems a step towards a defining of imagination -only as we can imbed it into our own story or some tributary of that story. So esse est percipi doesn't go far enough. Things exist as they contribute to our chronicle. Otherwise, never mind. It's a magpie impulse. I don't think those birds collect material they don't plan to use. Now I can't imagine that my notion here even borders on the original, but I think that imagination is already involved as we snare the bits and pieces of the world. When we start to process it for storage, I think we really manipulate and alter what some scientific recording device might call "the data." We start to digest it even before we ingest it.
Wright Morris is said to have said, "Anything processed by memory is fiction," but I'd go a step further in my antic epistemology and say that anything even perceived is fiction or at least fictive. According to my father, a law enforcement officer all of his working life, eyewitnesses are the least helpful ingredients in making a case. They "misremember" and disagree and are more like wind than rock. The eye serves a greater master than the Superintendent of Fact; it serves the Survivor General, and its working relationship with the tongue has always been problematic.
I don't expect anybody will disagree that we all make up stories, but I'm sure some would dispute that we can't stop, we can't move forward without fabricating, creating the story in which our actions and passions are appropriate responses to that Rubik's cube we call the world. I hope this doesn't sound like an endorsement of lying, for I think there's a point when the fabricated world is altered dishonestly, for imperial, selfish (as opposed to selfhood) reasons, and most of us allowed to eat with forks know when we do that. Fiction writers, I think, are among the people who recognize and cultivate their inclination to create stories which don't serve the neurotic self-story needs as directly as civilians; they don't want to conflate the story space with the immediate practical one.
Not all of us, I realize, know when we're constructing; the marketplace (along with personals ads, the Web and so on) is rife with those who don't know their own identityshaping point of view from their desire to deceive. God, this gets me in over my head, the tender, explosive intersection among ethics, aesthetics and epistemology. I need to address another question to bring me back down to earth.
VL
You edit Shenandoah, one of America's finest literary magazines. Do the demands of this job, plus your obligation to teach at Washington and Lee, make it more difficult to write?
RTS
The manuscript selection process can be exhausting -18,000 poems a year, a third that many prose pieces. At its best, of course, it's a stimulant; at its worst, a soporific. The world's realtors say everything is location; the entertainers say it's all about timing.
These are powerful considerations in the editor/writer juggling act. And energy management, endorphins, rotation. Sheer endurance. It's best for me to keep submissions out of my own study at home and best not to let the scheduled regimen of assessing submitted work dominate when something in my mind turns on that faint radio station with its fugitive, teasing music. I need to shift, alternate, vary. Any time I'm so behind with submissions that I have to switch off that private radio signal, I damage access to my most valuable creative frequency. When the siren says come hither, you've got to set aside your oar and go. And yes, I know what happens to those who heed the siren, but it's a sweet crash, a transforming storm.
Still, I have to stay a little ahead of the game reading work for Shenandoah, and sometimes deadlines make me refuse that muse melody. I believe those occasional denials are useful, too. Character building, maybe.
When I was hired by Washington and Lee nine years ago, I was expected to edit the journal, write (and publish), and chair a committee for bringing visiting writers. I had the option to teach, but not the obligation, as my predecessor had evidently convinced the administration that a single editor of a nationally visible journal working with one half-time assistant was really pretty much occupied, even without classroom responsibilities. Of course, times have changed, and I teach as often as I can these days. Fortunately, the English Department has seemed glad to have me and has indulged my appetites. , which is about alarming events at Chancellorsville. This past spring, discussion with my students in Survey of Appalachian Literature led me to the long story I have just finished about a crime in Rockbridge County a century ago. This is the best of both worlds -to be a teacher of just enough excellent students without spreading myself too thin. The classroom is a great crucible, an alchemist's laboratory for possibilities, and it's as important to my writing as solitude and silence.
VL
How do you approach the editorial problem of accepting work you recognize as good, but which does not appeal to you?
RTS
You identify here a difficult problem in navigation, a Scylla and Charybdis dilemma. On the one hand, I occasionally receive poems and stories that I like personally but can't fit very neatly into my concept of Shenandoah's identity, which you might say is conservationist and neo-clarificationist. As a reader and a writer, I have an impish inclination that no university would want to officially endorse, and I have to limit the appearance in Shenandoah of works that chord in with that. Contrarily, poetry and fiction do, to my mind, have subject matters -despite the serpentine post-modern proselytizersand some subjects don't especially interest me, even if the work is accomplished and surprising. I love bluegrass and blues and jazz but am not much interested in the tango, so if I receive a story that conjures a lot of tango information, I have to ask someone else to assess it for me. Same thing goes for affluent urban bar culture and space travel, and for work in some forms or styles. I'm not particularly interested in gymnastic Welsh forms or deeply coded interior meditations, but that doesn't completely preclude them from appearing in a magazine I edit. The best way to deal with this quandary is, I believe, the occasional guest-edited issue, one piloted by someone whose taste is distinctly different from mine. With more financial resources, I'd do this more often.
VL
You are recognized as a mainstream poet and writer of fiction, and you edit a prestigious print journal. How is it that you have so easily and enthusiastically adopted publishing poems and stories on the World Wide Web?
RTS
Worldwide? Maybe that's the answer, but I'm no computer whiz and had to be abducted, which the original editors of the Cortland Review accomplished with energy and conviction. They were so encouraging and enthusiastic, I couldn't resist.
I like the potamic suggestion in "mainstream," and it allows me to belabor the figure and suggest that my father's mansion has many tributaries, all of which together make up the river. Once Cortland got me into the current, I realized that the web reaches and appeals to a somewhat different audience from wonderful print journals like Virginia Quarterly Review and Gettysburg Review. At first I was suspicious of the democracy of the web, where all voices and eyes are equal, all bites equally toothy, but I started to recognize and appreciate the ways this at least discourages snobbery. There's a lot of snobbery in the literary world, a lot of cliquishness, and I'm sure I'm not guiltless in this, but the web undermines hierarchies, opens more gates than it shuts, sweetens the mix.
It doesn't hurt that virtual space is so vast. Editors are not fenced in by postal regulations, printer costs, binding limitations and so on, so they have a different set of parameters concerning what they publish. And of course these modes of publication aren't mutually exclusive. Many journals have active websites that are not just Internet versions of their print editions. Don't get me wrong: I still love the feel of a book in my hands, and if I had to choose one to the exclusion of the other, I'd go for books; but I was in a Barnes and Noble the other day, and it seems the Biblical prediction about the unending making of books is accurate, so we don't have to choose.
The web also has an archival advantage, and I really envy journals with the personnel to preserve their back issues electronically and invite online browsers. Access to that kind of resource is invaluable to the critic, the historian, the polymath and glutton. If Shenandoah had more staff, I would love to see us store our contents in a more accessible vault.
One last thing I want to say about the web. The people who run websites are sometimes more adventurous than many print editors. Often they don't have to answer to institutions; they feed off the air like Spanish moss, and their appetite for the transgressive might be reflected in this Ariel nature.
…the web undermines hierarchies, opens more gates than it shuts, sweetens the mix.
As a writer, I like that thought. It convinces me that anything I can bring off, that I can execute skillfully, might find a venue, readers, even if the seneschals of the official credentialed, entropic, and powerful, and sometimes feudal, literary world have reservations about valuing this web world that's still in the maverick stage. I have a story about a woman who responds to the mummified body of John Wilkes Booth as an aphrodisiac, for instance. It seems more likely that I'll find a home for it in the virtual world.
Nantahala Review is a good example of this freedom. I know that "Rampskin" is risky and weird, puckish and more than a little arch, but there it is, ready to come right into homes across America. bles a bruise is creepy and chilling. I don't claim to be objective here, but who wants an "objective" reader, anyway? I prefer to operate as a vigilant and informed subjectivity.
Along with Sarah, I'd quickly endorse Claudia Emerson, another woman in her mid-forties who has earned national attention. Her Pharaoh, Pharaoh and Pinion: An Elegy are richly engaged with the narrative tradition, and she has a great ear for the vernacular of Southern thought, if that makes sense, and a haunting sense of family dynamics.
Obviously, we've got some deservedly famous poets in and from Virginia, about whom everyone knows -Charles Wright, Rita Dove, Henry Taylor, Dave Smith, Gregory Orr, Ellen Bryant Voigt, and more. It's a dazzling array. I'd like to slip in a plug here for someone less known, though. Steve Scafidi is a Virginian now living in West Virginia -I guess he's seceded -and his poems with their Whitman-like breath and furious energy will surprise you and rattle your gourd. He's a little like Catullus, whose credo was "I love and I hate." This is not to say that nuance and insinuation are missing from Steve's poetry, but whether he's writing about Rosa Parks and "that difficult sweet word free" or cursing the sneak who set his truck on fire, he's all nerve and barbed word. He has another new book coming from LSU soon, and his first is Sparks from a Nine-Pound Hammer.
I'm not quite so conversant with the fiction yet, but it's impossible not to think of Richard Bausch, whether in those short stories filling his new Collected or his unpredictable and heart-stopping novels. And of course Lee Smith, who has migrated a few miles south but can still be spotted on Commonwealth soil. If you've never read Saving Grace, get ready to be shaken and stunned. Novelists George Garrett, John Gregory Brown, Carrie Brown, Cathryn Hankla, and John Casey. David Huddle is equally adept at short fiction and long, as is Pinkney Benedict, who's not native-born but teaches at Hollins. His "Miracle Boy" is among my very favorite stories. Two others you might not have heard much about yet are Kurt Rheinheimer of Roanoke, whose book of stories is coming this fall, and an up-and-coming writer just hired by Washington and Lee, Asali Solomon.
These people can all really write and reward both reading and rereading. If the eyes are the windows to a person's soul, I believe the arts -especially the literary artsare the windows to a culture's, a generation's, a commonwealth's, and there's nothing wrong with the "common" in there: it's a double cousin to that great verb "commune," which is central to this whole business of writing. Can I get an amen? VL grams in child care centers, and a partnership with the public library will provide books and information to families about the importance of reading to children from an early age.
McCabe feels that if one generation is educated about the importance of reading books, having books in the home, and regularly sharing books with children, then a lasting difference could be made in the city. For this reason, the organization has a ten-year plan with seven initiatives to reach everyone in the community who is involved in any way with literacy in families.
The Day Care Initiative began in 2003. Volunteers from local churches, the military community, and civic organizations visit day care facilities to share books with children. Spending two hours with the children each week, these volunteers are trained to present books more effectively through the Raising a Reader program. Piloted at two centers during the 2003-04 school year, the program has been expanded to an additional center; more centers are ready to be added as volunteers become available.
Portsmouth Public Library piloted the Family Reading Night Initiative with a grant awarded by Square One. Portsmouth Reads took over the program when grant funding ceased. Family Reading Night encourages parents of preschool children to share books with their families on a regular basis and to use the local library as a resource for books and other learning materials. The programs are presented in local child care facilities and recreation centers; up to twenty-five families are invited to participate. To encourage families to attend programs during the evening after work, spaghetti dinners are served before each session. This also gives parents a chance to interact with each other and the presenters before the program. After dinner, the parents and children separate. The parents participate in an interactive program led by Portsmouth Reads volunteers or library staff. This session includes a discussion of the different types of books available at the library for young children, as well as demonstrations of simple finger plays, rhymes, and songs that parents can do at home as part of "learning time" with their children. Meanwhile, the children are entertained with an art activity; sometimes, they watch a short video. Afterwards, everyone comes together for a family story time. This story time is designed to model ways in which parents can present books and other learning activities to their children. At the end of the program, each family receives a canvas tote bag for library visits, three paperback picture books, literature
The energy and excitement keep building as more initiatives are implemented….
about reading to children and ways to make reading fun, and a coupon for an additional free book at their local Portsmouth Public Library branch.
The other five initiatives of Portsmouth Reads are now underway: 1) The Legislative Initiative, which works with Portsmouth City Council to enact better legislation for day care providers; 2) The School Buddies Initiative, which seeks to facilitate dialogue between kindergarten teachers and preschool child care providers to ensure that children are getting the pre-reading skills they need to begin school; 3) The Social Service Initiative, which fosters awareness of Portsmouth Reads within public agencies so that employees can refer people who need literacy assistance; 4) The Adult Literacy Initiative, which provides eighty volunteers trained by the Tidewater Literacy Council to tutor adults with low literacy skills; and 5) The Infant Initiative, which places one hundred literacy information packets a month at Maryview Hospital for newborns and their families. Portsmouth Reads provides concerned organizations in the city with an opportunity to come together to solve a problem that has existed in Portsmouth for years. This compendium of sixteen interdisciplinary essays on the native viewpoint and on the arrival, struggles, and disappearance into the mists of time of the Lost Colony is absorbing, dynamic, and provocative reading. Contributed by scholars from several professions, these multifaceted essays introduce new perspectives or discoveries concerning the colonization experience under the categories of "Folklore and Literature," "History," and "Archaeology and Anthropology." Each case sparks new ideas about influential factors and events surrounding the Roanoke experience and the fate of the Lost Colony.
After an introductory essay by E. Thomson Shields Jr., the "Folklore and Literature" section begins with Karen Baldwin's exploration of how enduring legends of familial descent from the Lost Colony settlers and modern beliefs of assimilation among various native tribes are prevalent in literary high culture and folklore in eastern North Carolina. Baldwin investigates how the consciousness of the Lost Colony theme functions as a literary device to explain various events, such as the survival of an archaic tradition known as "Old Christmas," held at Rodanthe in Dare County.
Lorraine Hale Robinson's character analysis of John White, the "very model of the consummate English hero," offers an excellent explanation of how White's self-portrayal in his narratives served as a form of self-validation against the backdrop of the power struggle between England and Spain. The examination of language to describe the "archetypical villain," Ralph Lane, in the Roanoke narratives forms the basis of E. Thomson Shields Jr.'s perspective. Such descriptions were, he argues, part of the prevalent sixteenth-century rhetoric. Such words as "vain" and "boastful" were actually a standard literary stance to reduce any criticisms of why expeditions were not more successful. Shields mandates that a full understanding of sixteenthcentury literary tools in the context of English culture is necessary before any valid assessment of Lane's effectiveness as a leader in the Roa- The section closes with essays by David Beers Quinn and Thomas E. Davidson. Quinn, in whose memory the book is dedicated, offers an intriguing proposal through his examination of the relationship between the English financiers of the Roanoke voyages and the New World colonists. England was not wealthy enough to maintain a large colony, which required annual and substantial capital with no prospects for quick profit for years to come. At the time, there was still possibility for success for a small-scale colony consisting of family-linked groups that would not seriously threaten native society. Thomas Davidson determined that the fates of the Roanoke and Jamestown colonies were not shaped by courageous colonists but by economic and political decisions made by the Virginia Company of London. Although the English investors behind the Jamestown venture fared somewhat better because of painful lessons learned from the Roanoke colony, Davidson's study reveals that these backers nevertheless failed to understand, never mind appreciate, that Jamestown would remain a serious financial liability for the next seventeen years. Davidson's scrutiny further demonstrates that the original sponsors were courtiers rather than merchants who believed the initial outlay of funds was sufficient for the colonization effort, that the colonists would soon recoup the investment, and that future investments would be funded through prompt profits from the colony.
The final group of essays on "Archaeology and Anthropology" opens with Bennie C. Keel's detailed review of archaeological investigations over the past century at the north end of Roanoke Island, the location of Fort Raleigh National Historic Site. In spite of numerous and well-placed excavations by well-known archaeologists, including Keel, no evidence has yet come to light concerning the location of the "Cittie of Roanoke."
The interaction of the English settlers and non-English societies forms the basis for the next two essays. John J. Fred Willard and Barbara Midgette, with E. Thomson Shields Jr., discuss the direction for future archaeological work on the Outer Banks in order to locate remnants of English expeditions. They stress the importance of documenting the location of Port Ferdinando before it is lost forever, because it rivals Jamestown and Plymouth Rock as one of the earliest English exploration and colonization efforts in the New World.
By examining the climatological evidence through cypress tree samples, Dennis B. Blanton hoped to learn more about the environment's role in the legendary hardships at Jamestown in 1607. The serendipitous discovery of an extraordinarily severe drought from 1587 to 1589 held deep implications for the Lost Colony as well as Jamestown. A drought of this magnitude would have had a serious effect on water and food supplies in colonial societies.
The collection closes with Charles R. Ewen's discussion of the colonial experience. Using the excavation of Puerto Real (1504) in Hispaniola as a parallel, Ewen stipulates that interdisciplinary endeavors should be an integral part of the overall investigation. As Ewen states, finding a site is not enough in itself. "We must constantly question our assumptions concerning the past."
All of these essays enlighten and challenge us about our longheld perceptions concerning the Roanoke voyages and native viewpoints. This collection of diverse views is a welcome addition to any library.
- The surviving portions of the diary of Landon Carter (1710-1778), of Sabine Hall, Richmond County, contain excellent accounts of agricultural practices and the slave economy on an eighteenthcentury Tidewater plantation. They also contain descriptions of domestic discord, medical lore, masterservant relations, and reflections on how the changing politics of late colonial and early revolutionary Virginia affected the lives of the plantation's residents. A son of Robert "King" Carter and one of the wealthiest planters in Virginia, Landon Carter produced a revealing record of his times. Jack P. Greene edited and published the diaries in the 1960s, and every student of late colonial Virginia has quoted them since, few more effectively and imaginatively than Rhys Isaac in his prizewinning Transformation of Virginia, 1740 Virginia, -1790 Virginia, (1982 The author of two other books on the Lewis and Clark expedition, Dayton Duncan writes in his introduction that he discovered that he had more to say about that momentous event as the bicentennial of the Corps of Discovery approached. The resulting volume is a collection of essays based on speeches given by Duncan as he followed the paths that Meriwether Lewis and William Clark took across the western expanse and read the journals -those kept by Lewis and Clark, as well as those written by John Ordway, Patrick Gass, Charles Floyd, and Joseph Whitehouse -that provide the daily record of the journey. There are other books and documentaries that explore the history of the expedition and explain the context. Dayton's essays are musings on the Corps of Discovery and why this event continues to command our attention.
In "The Alexander Hamilton Willard Expedition," Dayton ponders the question of who, in the Corps of Discovery, snored. He notes that Lewis and Clark mention in their journals the difficulties of sleeping, including beavers slapping their tails on the Yellowstone and mosquitoes along the Missouri. Further, he writes that, although the journals are incredibly rich with details about the daily life of the Corps, there is much that members of the Corps chose not to write down. Ultimately the journals are daily records of a military and scientific expedition that provide few insights into the people of the Corps. And whereas the surviving journals do acquaint readers with certain members of the Corps, there are several -York and Sacagawea and others -who remain essentially voiceless. Dayton uses Alexander Hamilton Willard, a New Hampshire native and skilled blacksmith, as an example of someone who flits in and out of the expedition's journals with tantalizing tidbits about a journey fraught with danger and about Willard's own lapses of judgment.
… there is much that members of the Corps chose not to write down.
DUNCAN REVIEW
In another essay, "The Lewis and Clark Guide to Leadership," Dayton examines the personnel management skills that enabled Clark and Lewis to guide their Corps into an unknown territory (to many white Americans) and return to Washington with detailed records and an astounding assortment of relics that documented the flora and fauna and the native cultures of the West. They managed to establish friendly relations with the western Indians and lost only one member, and that was to appendicitis. Continuing his series of works on the images of famous Americans in the public mind, Merrill D. Peterson, professor of history emeritus at the University of Virginia, turns his attention to John "Osawatomie" Brown. In six comprehensive chapters, Peterson reviews the martyrdom of John Brown, an Old Testament prophet come to judgment against the slaveholders of the South, and peels away the layers of legend surrounding Brown's life and his raid at Harpers Ferry that led to the emancipation of the slaves.
Peterson begins with an overview of Brown's path to Harpers Ferry through Bleeding Kansas and the reaction of both North and South to his raid on the federal arsenal at Harpers Ferry. From there Peterson recounts the influence of Brown's soul "marching on" throughout the Civil War and discusses Brown's growing legendary status in the various newspaper articles, histories, surveys of Northern response to Brown at Harpers Ferry, artworks, tributes, and poems produced during the war. The author concludes the chapter by following the trail of remembrance for Brown from his grave in North Elba, New York, through Massachusetts, and on to Kansas.
Brown's legend of righteousness in striking a blow against the evil of slavery suffered a reversal when in 1877 a war broke out over Brown's role in Bleeding Kansas. Was he simply a madman bent on murderous revenge or the hero of the Pottawatomie Massacre? Peterson explores both sides of the issue from Brown's supporters to the opposition from other figures in Kansas who wanted to discredit Brown and receive credit for their own roles. Through new biographies, essays, and poems, Peterson follows the growing literary assessment of Brown's antislavery career.
Peterson devotes his next chapter to the treatment of Brown in works created at the turn of the twentieth century, especially in the reassessments of historians. The author then discusses the research and writing of the definitive biography produced by Oswald Garrison Villard in 1910 and the critics' reaction to Villard's conclusions, particularly to deciding the moment when Brown determined to fight slavery and to his instigation of the Pottawatomie Massacre. From there Peterson looks at the reaction of W. E. B. Dubois and the NAACP to Brown's sacrifice and their attempts to place Brown in the pantheon of heroes for black citizens.
In a "Kaleidoscope" of media, Peterson next explores the Brown legend in the twentieth century from Stephen Vincent Benét's epic poem John Brown 's Body (1928) , through plays and other theatrical productions, paintings, sculpture, literary essays, and fictional works, to the negative reevaluation of Brown by historians during the 1940s. Peterson also assesses the exploration of Brown's blows for freedom for the bondspeople by African American artists and writers during which the white man Brown took his "place alongside the premier black liberators."
Peterson ends his story of Brown's life and legend with a discussion of the centennial commemoration of the Civil War and the National Park Service's transformation of Harpers Ferry into a national park. Included in the discussion are modern historians' reassessments of Brown's martyrdom and the uses to which that martyrdom was put during the civil rights movement of the 1960s and 1970s. Finally, Peterson notes, Brown received in 2000 more exposure to the public eye than ever before when the Public Broadcasting System broadcast a ninety-minute documentary film John Brown's Holy War.
Despite Brown's loss of reputation over the past century and a half, Peterson concludes that although "Brown will never again knock at the door of the American 
